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Her neck was of ivory.    Thither drawn,
Came with her tribute to beauty the fawn ;
And the rose hung her head at the gleam of the

skin

Of shoulders fairer than jasmine.
Her breasts were orbs of a light most pure,
Twin bubbles new-risen from fount Kafur,*
Two young pomegranates growii on one spray,
Where bold hope never a finger might lay.
The touchstone itself was proved false when it

'   tried

Her arms5 fine silver thrice purified ;
But the pearl-pure amulets fastened there
Were the hearty of the holy absorbed in prayer.

SELF DIES IN LOVE

*c I shall roll up the carpet of life when I see
Thy dear face again, and shall cease to be,
For self will be lost in that rapture, and all
The threads of my thought from my hand will fall;
Not me wilt thou find, for this self will have fled :
Thou wilt be my soul in mine own soul's stead.
All thought of self will be swept from my mind,
And thee, only thee, in my place shall I find ;
More precious than heaven, than earth more dear,
iMyself were forgotten if thou wert near."

* A wall in Paradise.